TRANSFIGURATION

whipped forward from the waiting throng. I told him to
drive slowly down the main avenue. My excitement was
on the wane, was being replaced by an agreeable
lassitude. I wanted to rehearse the whole scene hi my
thoughts.

At this moment another cab drove past. I glanced at
it without thinking, but promptly turned my eyes away*
for in it were the woman and her corpulent husband.
They did not notice me. But at sight of them I was
overcome by a disagreeable choking sensation, as if
I had been found out. Their nearness made me un-
easy.

The cab moved along quietly on its rubber-tyred
wheels, in line with the others. The brightly coloured
dresses of the women made these cabs look like flower-
laden boats sailing down a canal with green banks
bordered on either side by chestnut trees. The air was
balmy, the first breath of the evening coolness was
wafted across the dust. But the agreeable pensiveness
came no more; the sight of the man I had swindled
disturbed me, it blew upon my ardours like a chill
draught. With sobered senses I reviewed the episode,
and found: it impossible to understand my own actions.
How could I, an officer and a gentleman, have done such
a thing? Without the pressure of need, I had appro-
priated another's money, and had done so with a zest
which put my behaviour beyond the possibility of excuse.
I, who an hour before had never transgressed the
bounds of good form, had now actually become a thief.
As if desiring to frighten myself, I passed judgment on
myself by muttering, in time with the rhythm of the
horses* hoofs:

"Thief!  Thief! Thief!  Thief!"

How shall I describe the strange thing that now
befell? It seems so inexplicable, so amazing, and yet I
am convinced that my memory of it is perfectly ac-